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all concerned—and everybody most concerned, I assure you. Took 
Nansen to lunch with Lord Rosebery. Saw the Waterloo win. 
Vild Night doing it. Also off to Winchester to back up Sir Walter 
and the local magnates in their campaign in favour of the celebra 
Tron f t} ’ nillaniniy cyt Alfred t] » (J reat . ‘) ] f " 17 ’ it, 1] 
L1OnN) i Une nlienilum I ALiCd Ln¢ mrearu 1 LOO @ ( 4 iil e, lui 
come off—everybody most enthusiastic. 


SATISFACTORY. 
The sentiment won't be appcase 1, 
Or eased 
Unless the occasion is seized 
And greased 
With gold (high and humble) 
And, though we may grumble, 
It's certain, however, we're teased, 
Or tleezed * 
That Alfred the Great will be pleased! 
; @ er Mile Saturday.—I hear that Parliament is going to ask for about 
By THE Party ON THE Spor. £2,000,000 for the army. I sometimes wish I was in the army. 
VW ednesday.—Had a long day in Lancashire. Opened the Waterloo Had a look in at the (ueen’s Club and saw Cambridge win the 
cup for them, and spent rest of time enjoying myself with the Oxford and Cambridge football match—albeit Oxford had somewhat 
committee. Dined with the Chamber of Shipping of the United the best of the play. Passed the rest of the time in Birmingham 
Kingdoin, at Whitehall Rooms, their 21st anniversary. Afterwards with the Institute of Journalists—said *‘ Hooray!"’ to them in a 
to St. James's Hall to hear the Irishmen speak of °UJ8. 
Monday.—-Went to the Levée, of course (mem., must have new 


NO FEAR! | 

‘© Who fears to speak of 98?” | set of regimentals—these I have getting very tight across the er 
They pass their time inquiring; the! wer chest). Dine d with the Hardwik ke Society at Westminster 
It seems they don’t, for, lor’! they prate Palace Hotel, ind afterwards heard Dr. Nansen at Queen's Hall 
With energy untiring. and Sir W. M. Conway (or ‘‘ Spitzbergen "’) at London Institution. 
: Helped to introduce the Local Government for Ireland Bill, and 














Their ways we'll neither emulate, 
Nor treat the thing neglectfully finish 1 up at Lord Rosebery’s dance—celebrating his daughter's 
We'll also ‘‘ speak of ’98,”’ coming out. 
But, very disrespectfully ! Tuesday.—Went to breakfast with the Liberation Society 
Thursday.—Funny people the French! Had another look in at the ( Idn’t d est erything I got the re. Kscorted the G.O.M. to 
Zola trial. An army Johnnie upheld the condemnation of Dreyfu Bournemouth—got him and the missis nicely settled there, and, 
n the eround that a document "ia proving ’ his cuilt was found two hay Yn) ef n the Wel h Glee Singer off to Wind or Ca it «, looked 
years after he was sentenced! Wonderfully prescient tribunalsthey | — in the last meeting of the London County Council before the 
must have over there! Rather previous, perhaps, but how useful! | current election, Thought this 
Also caught a sucking French officer being rude to some of our MILD. 
people in Boria—said he wanted Boria the place, and told them to While tempus flies, the Council lies 
haul down our flag. I smacked the young man’s face. The Upon the point of dissolution, 
Incident then closed. Saw the G.O.M. homeward as far as Calais ; We cannot get up much regret 
helped to elect Princess Louise an Honorary Fellow of the Society For that abnormal institution ; 
of Painter-Etchers, and attended meeting at Marlborough House | We've called it names and scorned its games 
of the Royal Commission for the Paris Exhibition of 1900-—H.R.H. (Let’s hope the future may atone 'um) 
in the chair. Not en ugh money, of course! But—there—to-day we'll only say 
Friday.-_Brought the G.O.M. safely to London, then hurried off De mortuis nil nisi bonum. THE SpotTrer. 
to Southwark to try and put out fire which had caught Sir Henry = . 
rving’s scenery—no go, unfortunately, but received the thanks of I think I mean “ fleeced,” but don't exactly like to say s0.--8. 


Noticre.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 


unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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A NORTH COUNTRY GREETING. 


‘When be you a cumin’ up to see we?” 
‘* When you cum down ter see we.”’ 







C6 
= The#¥Church and the 
‘Se - - Tavern Guild. 
a P = : (“A Vicar as Publican.—The Rev. 
oe = T. P. Brocklehurst, of All Saints’ Church, 
$4 South Merstham, mentioned at a Church 


Council meeting that he, with others, 
would possibly start a public-house in 
his parish.” —Daily Paper } 


Success in a bumper that’s brimming 
“— To the reverend gentleman’s plan, 

A song full of praise we'll be hymning 
From Beer-sheba quite unto Dan. 
When folk keep from foul over-swilling 
A glass of good grogisnosin, _ 
The night folk will doubtless be filling 

The Clergyman’s Inn 


The Tote—let him howl at his hoarsest 
And wriggle and rant in his ire, 
Let him fling of invective the coarsest, 
| And shriek of eternal hell fire. 
| Malt stands the best drink of the 
nations, 
Which place it will ever maintain, 
Despite of the prognostications 
Of Lawson and Caine. 








No harm in a sign which is lettered 
‘‘ Good shelter for man and his beast,”’ 
Let folk in good fare go unfettered 
With thanks to this sensible priest. 

A toast—with the glasses all clinking— 
No clerical conscience could smirch 
J Most guests in that inn will be drink- 

ing— 
' ‘‘ Here’s to the Church.” 








Tossing the Pancake. 


WESTMINSTER boys together strove 
To catch the pancake as it fell, 

And he who caught it this tide Shrove 
Declares it tasted Jolley well. 
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“Fun” in Earnest. 
WHAT HE THINKS OF THINGS IN GENERAL. 


So far, so good. The clouds have rolled away for a little while, 
but the barometer does not yet register ‘‘ settled.”” We have passed 
through a storm that looked at one time as though it would break 
over our heads. But, while we hope that the dark days have gone, 
let us not bask too lazily in the sunshine, forgetful that, just as 
speedily as the rough weather passed, it may return. Let us not 
leave at home our national umbrella—one knows what happens 
when he leaves his umbrella athome. It generally pelts. Because 
we have escaped a drenching so far, let us still make heavy pur- 
chases of oil-skins and leggings in the shape of armaments and 
ships. 


It is much cheaper to prepare for war in times of peace than to 
wait for war to break out before making preparations for the con- 
flict. Let us get our Army as perfect as possible now; that will be 
the surest safeguard for . Let us not rest on our laurels as 
regards the Navy, but make it even better yet. Above all, let us 
see that while we have the ships and the guns we have enough men 
to man and to firethem. There is no reai reason on earth why we 
should not remain at peace with France and Germany, but that 
one day we shall not have to fight a duel to the death with Russia 
the most optimistic statesman would not like to aver. With 
regard to our civilised neighbours, our troubles are only ripples on 
the surface ; with Russia the points of divergence are vital; she is 
implacable, magnificent in her unswerving purpose. When she 
thinks herself strong enough she will make a bold dash for Con- 
stantinople, India, and the best part of China. However specious 
her assurances, it is well known that that is her ultimate goal—and 
Russia never changes. 





It seems to me that there is no longer any reason for the exist- 
ence of the Liberal Party. In foreign policy they are at one with 
the Government, and now that the Unionists have brought in an 
Irish Home Rule Bill that has been received with satisfaction by 
every party in the House, from Parnellite to Orangeman, the 
last raison d’étre of the old Liberal Party has disappeared. If 
they are to remain a party, the only thing left for them to do is 
to stick to Local Veto. No longer will it be a struggle between 
Tories and Liberals, but between Unionists and the Temperance 
faction. Or, for the sake of giving them something to do, for no 
party can live by Temperance alone, let us leave them to the 
Abolition of the House of Lords as a make-weight. With these two 
items we may rest content in the knowledge that Sir William 
Harcourt will not bother us for the rest of his natural life, and 
that the cold shades of Opposition will be the lot of his unhappy 
followers for many generations. 


a s am 


If Lord Chief Justice Russell goes on as he has begun, the news- 
per proprietors will have to see about erecting a monument in his 
onour, or write themselves down ungrateful for ever more. The 
way he sweeps aside trumpery libel actions must cause the specu- 
lative attorneys tears of red, red blood. These gentry live on this 
offal. They read the papers, they write to any impecunious person 
who is unfavourably commented upon, and offer to take the case up 
‘*on spec,’? hoping to make their harvest out of the costs and the 
damages. The great papers are put to trouble and costs of fighting 
these actions, which, if they win, have to pay their own costs, as 
the plaintiffs are invariably men of straw. The blackmailing bill at 
the end of the year which our journals have to pay would startle 
most people. It is this disgraceful state of affairs that the thorough- 
going, clear-headed, sensible man of the world Chief Justice is doing 
his best to put a stop to. More power to his elbow ! 


| 





ILI ARBRE EE EES REN 


r an ORI A Ne 





Ee ES 





























GSPN ote 


PRI NMG IY 





a 








Marcu 1, 1898. 








To the Midnight Cat. | 


I HAVE flung up my window to shout 
In vain I have bade you adieu— 
I have thrown boots and brushes about 
And emptied my bath upon you— 
Yet still with your pitiless spite 
You wake with wild echoes the world, 
And I find that I missed you last night 
When the basin I hurled. 


O feline one ! vainly I treat 
With strychnine, and place by the 
door 
Sweet morsels of succulent meat— 
You scream through the darkness for 


SE 


more, 
Thompson’s poodle succumbed on the 
mat, 
In the morning I found him there, 
blue! 


And I buried him darkly, O cat ! 
In the grave dug for you. 





fa 


William the Wise and Art- 
ful ’Arry. 
OVERHEARD DOWN EAST. 

Now I says to ’Arry, 
Says ’Arry to me, 
** T.et’s both on us go for 
That ‘ Heathen Chinee.’ ”’ 
Our reasons, lor! bless yer, 
No covey could blame, 
To save missionaires 
Is our little game. 
To ‘elp missionaires, 
Lor! don t it sound grand, 
Whilst ’elping ourselves to 
John Chinaman’s land ? 
Now, beggar my neighbour 
Yer plays, I believe, 
One pack on the table 
And one up yer sleeve— 
Leastways, I know I do. 
‘That’s cheating?”’ What rot! 
They’d ’ave me on toast, 
But I makes it too ’ot. 
For Froggy and Bully, 
And Russ, and the rest, 
They’re all on ’em tryin’ 
To feather their nest. 
Old Russ ’e may bluster, 





But we’ll be the fust ter 
Get ’old of the swag. 





HEAR, HEAR, OLD THOMAS! 


| Tom —‘ There seems to be a reg’lar stew over this ‘ere Dreyfus affair, eh, mate? The 
And Bully may brag, Germing Emperor mixed up in it, as usual.”’ 


Old Thomas.—‘ Well, 'e alwiz wos mortal fond o’ svepping in and making a ‘ hash’ of 
some sort or t’other.” 











a = - — 


Hats Off! 


~~ [At the St. James’s Theatre, Mr. George Alexander issues with his 
playbill a printed slip earnestly begging those ladies whose hats are 
likely to obstruct the view of others in the audience to remove or 


leave same in the cloak-room.—Daily Paper. | 


Axas, that hat! 
We know no forceful epithet to fit 
This béte noir of the stalls and of the pit! 
We've sat for weary hours 
Behind its plumes and flowers ; 
While people laughed as if their sides would split, 
We never smiled—not we ! a little bit ; 
The fun to us seemed wondrous stale and flat 
Seen through that hat ! 


That horrid hat! 
The villain may with histrionic rage 
Have carried off the maiden from the stage, 
What time the hero raving 
Cursed the way he was behaving, 
And vowed the pretty maid was under age ; 
The merits of the play we could not gauge, 
And why? Because we saw, as there we sat, 
Only that hat! 





That awful hat ! 
The deadly fruit of Fashion’s monstrous whims 
We hate it from its summit to its brims! 
Our spirits fall to zero 
When we go to see Pinero 
Or a melodrama writ by George R. Sims ; 
Ah! not us for the tale of playwright limns, 
We know not what the actor folk are at 
Behind that hat ! 


That fearful hat ! 
A beam of hope now makes our hearts elate, 
That mighty headgear hurries to its fate ; 
What's good for goose, for gander 
Is good thinks Alexander— 
Our Alexander, rightly called “‘ the Great,” 
So, gentle ladies, pray no longer wait ; 


Unsightly hat ! 





Have pity on us and abandon that 





Miss Oldmade (interviewing servant).—‘I suppose you have @ 
young man?” 
Servant.—“ Yes, and I suppose you have an old one 





Tit for Tat. 
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b Plummer vw Co. ; 
Equestrienne.—‘ How is it you are never seen on horseback, Mr. Mugley?”’ a 
Mugley (with Bike).—‘‘Oh, y’ know, it’s not so far to fall, and when y’ do fall y’ can always catch the wetched animal afterwards, don’t y’ know! 
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Moderates! Rouse Ye! 


Mr. PROGRESSIVE (with a large but Pro- 
gressive ‘* Program”’) :— 
“Votre for me; Ratepayers vote! 
For ev'ry ill I have a cure— 
So grant my request, 
I’m the wisest and best, 
And I’m pure— yes, I’m perfectly pure ! 
I will visit your ‘ Halls’ of Delight; 
I will faithfully visit each ‘ bar ’— 
As a temperance man 
I will do all I can 
To put the drink down—there you are! 


‘*T will censor the songs that they sing— 
For I am such a censorble man ! 
They shall be goody-good, 
As such songs always should, 
Yes, I'll manage all that—if I can. 
I will see that those Halls of Delight 
Are controlled by responsible men— 
I've a thought in my head, 
You should all be in bed 
And asleep at a quarter to ten! 


‘*T will see that we never contract,” 
Better far let expenses expand— 
So, regardless of pelf, 
I shall sacrifice self, 
And keep the ‘jobs’ all in my hand. 
The contractor makes money—just so ; 
But think how much better 'twould be 
If the profits he gains 
Could be mine, for my pains. 
"T would be very much better—for me! 
‘* The workpeople I shall employ— 
No blacklegs who work for low wage— 
Will be pals of my own, 
Sort of bone of my bone, 


sal " - 7 : . : 
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And their work shall be easy but good; 
Nigger-driving I’m really above ; 
Overwork isn’t right, 
I shall make their work light, 
And their labour, a labour of love! 


“Then, of course, I shall keep the 
accounts ; 
And shall keep a sharp eye on the waste; 
I shall lump the amounts, 
For when I keep accounts, 
I account them a matter of taste. 
If I findthey won’t balance at all, 
I'll transpose and transpose till they do; 
For the books, don’t you see, 
Must give ‘credit’ to me, 
If they have to ‘ debit’ to you! 


‘‘ Tf a loss on one job is immense, 
And the gain on another is fair, 
I shall work the thing out, 
Till at length, beyond doubt, 
They shall square—although not on 
the square ! 
Of the clerical staff I shall be 
An indulgent but meddlesome boss; 
My arithmetic’s weak, 
But—well, there !—so to speak, 
I'm a demon at ‘ profit and loss.’ 


‘‘Then the Fire Brigade I shall make 
Just a matter for Party disputes— 
And the chiefs I'll dismiss 
With an insolent hiss, 
Till I hit on a person who suits. 
We do not want gentlemen there, 
I don’t like their high-handed ways, 
I shall teach them to know 
That good breeding’s n 
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‘‘ Don’t vote for that Moderate chap, 
With his humdrum Conservative ‘jaw, 
He’s a man, don’t you know, 
Who's degraded and low, 
With his talk about ‘Order’ and ‘ Law’! 
So, vote for me, Ratepayer, vote! 
For ev'ry ill I have a cure— 
Better grant my request, 
I’m the wisest and best, 
And I’m pure—oh, delightfully pure 


: 


Mr. MopEeraTE (with a Moderate but 
honest programme) :— 


‘** Moderates, rouse ye! and vote— 
Vote for the man who will end 
All the folly, and worse, 
That makes Councils a curse, 
Up and vote for Economy’s friend. 
Now’s your time, gentle Ratepayer, vote! 
The contest ’tis yours to control ; 
You’ve a chance, Sir, at length ; 
Better put forth your strength, 
And make your will felt at the poll.” 


Mr. RaTEpayeR (to Mr. Progressive) :-— 
‘‘Thanky,my man! No youdon’t! 
Your ‘ Program’s’ ajob at the best— 
Progressive, maybe ! 
But it won’t do for me— 
It is time, too, you took a good rest!” 


(To Mr. Moderate.) 


“Act up to your words, and you'll find 
That I’m with you, my lad, all the time; 
I’m perhaps a bit slow, 
But I’d have the world know 
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MODERATES! ROUSE YE! 


MR. MODERATE (LOQ.).—‘* PLEASE RETURN ME.” 
“VOTE FOR ME! BEHOLD MY WORKS!” 


MR. BLOODTHIRSTY PROGRESSIVE (LOQ.). 

MR. APATHETIC RATEPAYER (LOY.).—" YES; 

THE PROGRESSIVE PARTY AT THE Lonpoxw County Co 
PROGRESSIVE 


JOBBERY AND SOCIALISM! NO, THANKS.” 

UNCIL HAS IMPRESSED ITSELF ON EVERY 

PARTY DECLARE THAT THEY ARE READY 
(For Cartoon Verses see page 68.) 


THE NINE YEARS’ ASCENDENCY OF 
DISTRICT IN LONDON BY INCREASED TAXATION AND DIMINISHED EFFICIENCY. THE 
TO RAISE THE RATES TO TWENTY SHILLINGS IN THE POUND. 
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Cast on an Island. 
CHAPTER I.—“ THE SHIPWRECK.” 


“Avast there! Or you'll run us amuck, ye lubber!” shouted 
Captain Taffrail, as the good ship Saucebox, scudding under bare 
poles, rounded the promontory. 
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“ Man THE JOLLY-BoaT, Mr. Smarr.” 


“‘ Hard aport yer hellum or we are lost ! " he shouted again. 

“ Hard aport it is, sir!” said Bos’un Clarence, as he gave the 
wheel one or two vigorous turns. 

But the good ship Saucebox was doomed. 

For gr days she had been scudding under bare poles in the 
stormy ific. The skipper had lost his reckonings, and the 
promontory had been pease 

Captain Taffrail was not an illiterate man. He had even sub- 
scribed to a public free lib on shore, and knew that when these 
sinister signs appear then a shipwreck is inevitable. 

Florence, Duchess Rosemary, had chartered the Saucebox in 
London to carry her and her retinue to America, but the vessel was 
sadly out of her course, and Captain Taffrail and his crew watched 
with morbid curiosity the prow of their craft as she headed her way 
towards the ill-fated shore. 

The pent-up feelings of the crew at length overpowered them. 
They threw discipline to the winds, and, with a Sanus cry of 
“It’s thirsty work, boys!” they rushed to the spirit room and 
commenced to force the door. 

The captain alone stood calm and serene among the turmoil 
awaiting the moment of striking to spring gallantly into the sea and 
swim for dear life. Presently he gazed at his resplendent uniform, 
and shuddered. 

“ Man the jolly-boat, Mr. Small,” he said to an attendant 
midshipman. “ And let those who value their lives follow me.”’ 

“ And the ngers, sir? queried the youngster. 

** Will the jolly-boat hold them, Mr. Small?” 


mo ay! sir.” 

“Then I will inform her Grace,” nded the captain, and a 
few moments after he was knocking loudly at the Duchess’s state 
apartment. 

Florence, Duchess Rosemary, stalked majestically out of her 
cabin, folded her arms, and fixed the captain with her eye. 

“ The meaning of thisintrusion, Captain Taffrail?’’ she demanded 
sternly. ‘‘ Have we reached New York?” 

“ Alas! no, your Grace,”’ he answered, quailing before the piercing 
glance. “ But I think it expedient to inform your Grace that in 
another quarter-of-an-hour we shall be on the rocks, and perhaps 
struggling in the swirl of the waters.” 


f 
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The Duchess paled. She was in full evening dress, and the 
thought was distasteful. 

“‘ This is really most inconsiderateof you, Captain Taffrail,” she said. 
** You know I object to sea-bathing. This vessel was chartered to 
carry myself and retinue to New York, and i command you to 
fulfil your contract. Ah! you havea plan. Speak!” 

“It is my intention to man the jolly-boat and land on yonder 
uninhabited island. Your Grace’s connections and voyage are 
well known. A search party will be instituted by Government, 
and we shall be speedily rescued.” 

“TI like not your plan, Captain Taffrail, but even greatness must 
sometimes bow to the inevitable. It will cause a scandal in 
society when it is known I have been alone onan uninhabited 
island with a seafaring man.” 

‘‘ Fear nothing, your Grace. There will be the sailors and your 
retinue to protect you.” 

*“‘You forget, sir,” responded the Duchess, sadly, “ my 
retinue mutinied at the last port, and Polly Flenders, the little 
stowaway, is my only dependent.” 

“‘Is it your Grace’s pleasure that she shall be saved?’”’ 

“‘If there’s room in the boat, Captain Taffrail, yes! but don’t let 
there be any crowding.” 

“Your Grace’s wishes are my commands. I leave you to make 
your preparations.” 

Captain Taffrail went on deck, and the Duchess returned to her 
luxurious cabin. As their footsteps died away there was a rustle 
under the table of the saloon, anda girl in half-masculine attire, 
shock-headed, and general tomboy aspect, sprang on a side table, 
and sat there swinging her legs. : 

‘‘ Dukess!’’ she muttered, shaking her fist at the state*cabin. ‘I 
ain’t agoing to stand that. It ain’t what Polly Flenders calls 
gratitood. I ‘as a seat in that boat, or gives a week’s warning on 
the spot. So there!” 

With a dictionary of nautical terms—compiled by himself— 
under his arm, Captain Taffrail strode to the quarter-deck, and call- 
ing his gallant crew astern, addressed them :— 

‘*‘ Belay! avast there! and come for’ard, my men. I have called 
you together to bid you a sorrowful farewell. In a‘few minutes 
now the ship will strike on yonder rocks. The Duchess, of course, 
must be saved, and it is my duty to save her. In order to dispense 
with the inconvenience of swimming with her through the serf, I 
have ordered a boat to be lowered. Your duty will be to remain on 
the ship till she strikes and perish with her, or you will transgress 





“If Is SAD TO SEE stcH HeERoIsm.” 


the laws of modern fiction. It is only the principal characters that 
are ever saved. Bos’un’, splice the mainbrace!” 
30s'un Clarence stepped forward, and touched his forelock. 
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“Ay! ay! siz,” he said, “ we are a dutiful crew, and will obey 
orders by sticking to the old Saucebox till she strikes. And I asks, 
sir, if you get safe to land you'll ‘ put us away’ decent like as we 
turns up on shore.” 

“Yes, yes, my men. It will be my melancholy pleasure. Stand 
on one side! Room for the Duchess!” 

Florence, Duchess Rosemary, came up the companion ladder 
with Polly Flenders and Mr. Small, the latter struggling with the 
incubus of luggage belonging to her Grace. 

The crew saluted her as she passed, and her eyes moistened. 

“ Tt is sad, captain, to see such heroism. You are sure there is 
no room in our boat.” 

“None. Now, your Grace. Your luggage—~—” 

“Say no more, Captain Taffrail, and lead the way. I have 
brought only absolute necessities. It is the privilege of the lower 
classes to suffer for the rich. Let me have a seat with my back to 
the engine—I mean the shore. Thank you!” 

Clarence, the boatswain, pushed them off, and watched the little 
boat start on its perilous journey before he turned to his sorrowing 
companions. 

“*Bout ship,” he said, calmly, and as sail after sail dropped 
into its place, the ship swung round and commenced to sail 
rapidly away. 

“The derned old fossil,” muttered the bos’un, “if he hadn’t 
unshipped hisself we should ’a been floating about ’ere for the rest 
of our natural.” 

Captain Taffrail stared after his ship as it gradually receded 
from view. 

‘* There’s a hiatus, your grace,’ he said. 
wreck. The rascals hare mutinied.”’ 


Waftings from the Wings. 


It is good news that we are to see Mr. Forbes Robertson and Mrs. 
Patrick Campbell again at the Lyceum in the autumn; better 
news that we are not to wait till the autumn before seeing them 
again, but that, before entering into possession of the Lyceum, they 
will do a series of matinées of Maeterlinck’s Palléas et Mélisande, 
which everybody is looking forward to with such interest. After 
their tour in Germany and their trip through our provinces, we 
shall have the pleasure of welcoming them again in the Land of 
Cockaigne. 


It looks as though there would be another foreign invasion of 
London during the season, for negotiations are proceeding for a 
Bernhardt season at Drury Lane. MDuse has announced her 
intention of reappearing among us, and there is every hope that the 
charming and fascinating Madame Odillon, from Vienna, will once 
again delight us, with her clever companions from the Volkstheater. 
She is a great actress, who only wants to be known to make a 
triumph here. In fact, she is one of the most charming visitors 
London has had for along time. Meanwhile, with the war scares 
over and new pieces by popular authors at popular theatres, with 
popular people playing in them, the season that begins after Easter 
promises to be one of the gayest. 


Mrs. John Wood having, one is glad to hear, recovered her 
health, The White Heather is to be revived at Drury Lane on 
Easter Monday. Mr. Arthur Collins is to be very heartily con- 
gratulated on the splendid result of the first year’s working. The 
10 per cent. interim dividend could have been doubled had not the 
directors very properly pursued a cautious policy instead of scatter- 
ing all their profits broadcast. In spite of carping criticism on all 
hands, Mr. Collins has carried his big enterprise to success, and we 
who know him are glad to be able to clap him on the back and say 
Bravo! for “ Arthur” has not lost his head or allowed it to swell 
with good fortune. Sufficiently rare in theatrical circles as to be 
remarkable. 


22a, Curzon Street, will be produced on Wednesday, 2nd inst., at 
the Garrick Theatre, at 8-30 p.m. punctually. 


The new Gaiety piece, by Harry Nicholls and the very busy 
Seymour Hicks, is to be more romantic than usual, and quite the 
prettiest thing that even the Gaiety has given us. Its scenes 
of Corsica and Venice certainly offer plenty of scope for beautiful 
stage pictures. 

In the recent formation by Messrs. S. Fitton and Son, the pro- 
prietors of Hovis Bread, of their business into a limited liability 
company more than twice as many shares were applied for as could 
be allotted. This fact is splendid evidence of public appreciation. 
ye saeeest, as a fitting motto for the new company, Aut Hovis aut 

u'lus, 

Mr. Douglas Sladen, who has edited the 1898 volume, ‘“‘ Who’s 
Who,” remarks that there are still a few editors whom he en- 
deavoured, unsuccessfully, to reach. We are inclined to infer that 


‘There will be no ship- 
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this remark applies to ourself, inasmuch as we notice a blank where 
our name, if Mr. Sladen knew it, would appear. He has evidently 
been making some inquiry as to our habitat, as he has changed 
that for an address which we have not, as yet, removed to, and have 
no intention. Our name appears upon the front cover of our 
Almanack for the present year, and which was published last 
November ; so there is very little, if any, mystery about us, and we 
are in the same office where we have been since many years. As re- 
gards ‘‘Who’s Who,” we must congratulate the editor for so excellent 
a help to understanding the proclivities of so many prominent men 
and women. These little autobiographies, of which there are some 
7,000, reveal many a trait and turn of the heart, unconsciously supply- 
ing to the observant individual the tact and trim of the personality 
desired to be known or exploited. For social information the 
volume is an encyclopedic attempt, and in this respect very little 
has been missed. The volume is of handsome appearance, and 
becomingly accentuates its Jubilee year of publication. It reflects 
great credit upon the publishers, Messrs. A. and C. Black. 


Mr. Gustave Garcia’s morning concert at Queen's Hall, Langham 
Place, last Saturday, was very pleasing. 











“On Things in General.” 
By Mr. “ Fun’s ” WaSHERWOMAN. 

Wicn Mr. Fun (a kind gentleman with nothink stuck-up or 
‘shirty ’’ about ‘im, and not always pays ‘is washin’-bill reg’ler 
every week)—wich Mr. Fun sed to me—and me a pote, lone widder 
these three years; my dear, unfortinit ‘usbing havin’ met with a 
serious fatal haccident one day wen bein’ to full of drink, and not 
bein’ able to stand on ’is legs, tried to stand on his ‘ead in the 
middel of the road; but a dray fuller of beer than my pore ‘usbing 
was, drunk as ’e was, come along and run over ‘is ‘ead, and 'e a 
dredful site; and though people used to say ’e was a bit of a “‘ flat,” 
wen alive, the pore feller was flatter than ever when dead; and 
they held an inkquest on wot there was left of ‘im, and brort in 
a verdict of ‘‘ Haccidental death, with no blame attached to any- 
body, except the beer inside ’im,” or words to that erfect. And me 
left with seven children to bring up and knock down wen cheeky, 
wich is to orfen for any mortil woman to stand still and stand it 
without “ landin’”’ ’em one. 

Wich Mr. Fun said to me the other day, with ‘is plesunt 
smile :— 

“Mrs. Suddle, I have noticed that your ideers on most subjicts 
are decidedly originall. Wot do you say to lettin’ me have a few 


lines weekly ?”’ 

‘‘ Clothes lines, sir ?”’ I arsked, puzzled-like. 

‘‘No, no, Mrs. Suddle,” he larfed. ‘I want you to ritedown your 
opinyun on ‘ things in general,’ and let me publish it in my paper; 
though,” he added, thortfully, “I don’t know that there is much 
connektion between your bisness and a weeky journal.” 

“Oh, yes, there is, sir!” I answered, quickly, ‘ I’m gin’rally in 
print; I’ve got a linen-press; I’m orfen in ‘hot water ’; and though 
I don’t ‘ wash my dirty linen in publick,’ I washes it in private. The 
question is, sir tub be, or not tub be?” 

“Tub be!” ‘xclaimed Mr. Fux, henthusastically. ‘‘ Mrs. 
Suddle,” he sed, lookin’ almost affecshunate, ‘‘you’re the very 
woman I want !”’ 

‘‘ Ah, sir,” I sighed, ‘‘I shall never marry again. I cannot forget 
my pore, dear ‘usbing wen they brort ‘im ‘ome with ’is ’ead, so to 
say, 1roned-out, and——”’ 

“* Yes, yes, I know,” hastily interupted Mr. Fun; “it’s a painful 
subject; but you missunderstood me. I mean, you're the very 
woman I want to rite a short artikle on ‘Things in Géneral’ every 
week. Will you do so?” 

‘Well, sir,” I arnsered. ‘I don’t mind tryin’, but spose my 
artikels won’t ‘wash’ with the publick ?” 

“Then,” sed Mr. Fun, with his plesunt smile, ‘‘we must ‘soft- 
soap’ the publick, and make ‘em ‘ wash’ with ‘em. The first 
artikel next week, mind!” he sed, as he departed, with his plesunt 


smile. 
“ Very well, sir,” I called out; “ next week Martha Suddle will 


take up ‘er pen and peg away!" 














Appreciative. 


Mrs. Snapple.—‘‘1 took all the trouble to make that pie, John, 
and now you've put a large piece of crust on the side of your plate. 


How disgracefully wasteful!” 
Mr. Snapple.—“ I'm not going to waste it; I’m saving it for a 
paper-weight !” 
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Marcu 1, 1898. 











(With Genuflexions, and Groans of Contrition, to Mr. Kipling.) 
A Foot there was, and he made his prayer 
For the rags and the bones of a lady fair, 


Who sought to find, in the suppliant there, 
Of her bones and her rags a purchasaire. 


The Flatterer. 


(Leavin’ his load a-nigh) 


(Even as women do !) 


‘‘ Ninepence the lot!” said the wistful clown 


(Heavin’ a soundin’ sigh !) ; 


But the dame exclaimed, with a fretful frown, 
‘‘T will give these goods to no wight in town, 
Till a solid half-crown be first put down.” 


(Even as women do !) 


The fool grew wise, and he whined his whine 


(Weavin’ a boundin’ lie !) 


“ They are worth thirty pennies, I quite opine, 
But To you I’ve a reason for offering nine !” 
And, ‘‘ Why? pray why?” said the lady fine. 


(Even as women do!) 


With all sincerity seemed he fraught 


(Sleevin’ a tell-tale eye !) : 


“To a lady so active, so trim, and so taut, 
I should think it an insult to offer aught 


But the NIMBLE NINEPENCE!”’ 


Her breath she caught. 
(Even as women do!) 


The Moan of the Muses. 


HE comes! fond Alfred comes with joy 
To lavish his caresses 

Upon our angel forms, and toy 
With our resplendent tresses. 

To us—whose warmth-inspiring waists 
True bards have spanned, from Homer 

To Locksley’s Alfred—Alfred hastes, 
And deems it no misnomer 

To call himself, with frenzy fine, 

The darling of Pieria’s Nine! 

Oh! gentle Dame of dull Shoe Lane, 

Pray call our suitor back again! 


Reclaim him! nold him ! bind him down 
With threesome, foursome fetters ! 
And let him keep his high renown 
As a brilliant man of letters. 
From bounteous Fame he well may claim 
A chaplet choice and rosy, 
If his prosaic soul will aim 
To make its earth-worth “ prosy.”’ 
But . minstrel’s wreath on Alfred’s brow 7 
Hide, Helicon, O hide us now! 
Oh, generous Dame of dull Shoe Lane, 
Call, call your Alfred back again ! 


(The Poet Laureate has, according to Literature, forsaken the 
Standard for the Muses.—-Hinc ille lachryme Musarum.] 








A packman passed through the sun-lit square seal iiatiaa 


(Heavin’ his bundles high !) 


With the rags and the bones of a lady fair: 


“‘Oh, women are silly, I do declare! 
Flatter them well, and how quick they air 


At b’lievin’ a bloomin’ lie!”’ 


And the dame, as she pocketed ninepence, sware 


(While nimbly and proudly she climbed the stair) 


Matched. 


Mrs. Nagnag (after a wrangle with Mr. N.)—‘‘I tell you, you're 
no match for me!”’ 
Mr. Nagnag.—*‘ Oh, Lucifer! ”’ 





That ‘‘a sensible sort of a man’’ was there! 


What Says the Saint ? 


(Even as women do!) 


(The church of St. Clement Danes, in the Strand, has undergone 
the undignified process of being ‘‘ patched up.’’} 
BUFFETED, beaten! how now, how now, 
Quaintest of saintly fanes ? 
Battered of bosom, and bruised of brow, 
How changed from thy hallowed estate art thou, 


St. Clement Danes! 


Sacrilege? Nevera thought of such 

In the labourer’s mind obtains, 
As he mauls thy walls with that callous touch 
Which would serve for a stye or a rabbitt’s hutch, 


St. Clement Danes ? 


Oh the dust, and the dirt, and the din malign! 
And one’s startled brain one strains, 

Wondering whether to cast his eyne 

With a look of reproach on his ravished shrine 


St. Clement Drerans! 


New Reading. 


IMPERIAL Cesar! Now he’s come to stay, 
Delights the crowd and makes the theatre pay. 


A Vacancy for a Grandsire. 


WE congratulate you, Sir John, 
With bows and salaamings punctilious, 
What time, in St. Stephen’s, you don 
The attire of a paterfamilias. 
All the younkers of Commons to you 
Will their headgear, with reverence, now doff ; 
For the House—fore and aft, through and through— 
Will its parent be mightily proud of! 
Yet own we that (since to your quaint 
Little quibble we laughingly listened) 
We are almost inclined to make plaint 
That you weren't its ‘“‘ grandfather ’’ christened ! 


Our House of Jab-jabber, Sir John 

(Though we fain would from calumny shield it), 
Has, both now and in days that are gone, 

Such a lot of good “‘ grandmothers” yielded— 
Such a number of garrulous dames, 

Neither witty, wise, lucid, nor humorous— 
That it well may put forward just claims 

For one “ gaffer,” ’mid “‘ gammers”’ so numerous! 
While for ** grandmother’s gabble”’ we rail 

At so many a glib politician, 
We a “ grandfather ”’ surely should hail 

As a perfectly apt acquisition ! 


SS. A sane 


(Sir John Mowbray—now definitely acknowledged to be the 
‘“‘father”’ of the House of Commons—recently made the shrewd 
suggestion that ‘‘if not its father, he was its grandfather.”’] 
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MAURICE’S PORCELEINE. 


Brighter than Enamel. . . 
IN TINS, Gd. AND 1s., FROM ALL FIRST CLASS SHOPKEEPERS. 
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